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n old Count blessed with а faithful Countess 
hters. Their family name was Borofsky, and 
h. 


Long ago, there lived 
and two beautiful da 
they were filthy stinking 






















Very rich, but very lonely, as they had no living relations to speak of 
TI (The Borofskys being the sole survivors of a once vast and prestigious breed of Vorlenian 
shoe-cobblers, dismissed forever in the wake 





fewer friends, having ce 
after the birth of their daug Ruthie and Lucy, some thirteen years 
ago. Therefore, all the more poignant and exciting for them, when, after 
so many years of solitude, they were suddenly visited by an odd little man 
dressed in peasant clothing, claiming to be a long-sundered relative from 
Zoog (a tiny, one could almost say non-existent province set on the north 
the river Gimby-gim). Though the stranger's physiognomy betrayed absolute- 
ly по indication of а classic-born Borofsky, the old Count was willing to 
overlook this; the visitor exuded such sincerity and smiled so good- 
naturedly that, relation or not, he couldn't help but invite the young man 
e advantage of his hospitality, and. without hesitating, begged him 
for dinner. 









































ing a living relation аз far off as 2008. 
g to the old Count, and he remained in 
high spirits throughout the whole m ing his guest by eracking jokes. 
spilling his wine, and speaking incoherently in a language he didn't even know. 
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Things went smashingly. The idea of ha 
much less a visitor at all, was very ex 








Ан! сули, LET THIS 
NICE YOUNG MAN STAY HERE 


AND LIVE WITH US AND І wilt 

"ეი. АСЕ 
wanted а son; though he loved his MARRY ANO WE шц. ALL ВЕ 
daughters very much. he had con- არილი HAPPY TOGETHER 
siderable difficulties in marrying 

them off, and worried constantly 

about having a proper heir for his 

enormous wealth. That evening, 

in a brief moment of profound 

lucidity, he struck upon a way to 

fix this problem that had been 

nagging a hole in his head for as 

long as he could remember... 





At first, the son-in-law was very good to the old couple and often invited them 


















to their old mansion for dinner, which, under new house rule, had become quite 
Much to the old Count’s relief, the stranger accepted the proposal enthusias- an extravagant affair. The old Count was so impressed with the array of exotic 
lly, and though the wedding was а small one, everyone drank heavily, food set before him that, on some evenings, he wondered how this young man 








all, in some detail, the events leading up to 
tly forget again, happy to be in the 
have nothing, and so on... 





danced, and generally had a very enjoyable time. Alongside his da 
the old Count gave his new son-in-law the family mansion and his enti 
tune to boot; such was his happiness after seven glasses of corn beer that no presence of his bene! 
one, not even you or I, could have stopped him. He and the Countess kept for 


could afford it all. Then he would rec 
his present state of irs, but then insi 
actor, without whom ће 














to settle into their old age free of worldly concern, to devote themselve 6 
it were, to silent contemplation, and the serenity of mind that only provincial .. 7 ‘ 


эга. 













evocably broke their parents" 
needed by them the most. 





d at a time when they w 





Things went on like this for a while and. as the story goes, 
by and by, the son-in-law began to neglect the Count and 
Countess. Dinner at the mansion became less than frequent, 
and then stopped altogether; their weekly allowance of food 
also di shed, and the last basket that the son-in-law sent 
was filled with bad fish, rotten m and moldy fruit. 
husband's evil attitude and 










оуег 
The daughters adopted thei 
often helped him play cruel tricks on the old couple. They 
also used foul language when addressing them and, gener- 
peaking, behaved as one characterized by intense ill- 
malevolence, and spite. 

































ging for mush- 
son-in-law sn 

wea Forest 
igurative properties. 





to follow him, and after a while, they с: toa 
aw had a little workshop set up. The Count could 
1 deadly in this place, such as knives, cleavers, a 
nd some hooks to hang meat from. 


One day, the Old Man went out to Cut-Bank Creek and, whi 
poisonous), he spotted 
rough a ne eld en route to the Sa 

ays for having mysterious and t 

















clearing wh 
see many th 











Safely hidden, the Count watched as the son-in-law pulled a yak from his sack and plopped it onto his workbench. (A yak, as everyone knows, is a very 
rare and sacred animal, a /toly animal, and only two were known to exist during the time of our story. They say that a yak holds many secrets in its 
blood and intestines, but that only the abbeys of Cromwell know how to read them properly.) The Count, who was spying on his homicidal son-in-law 
and therefore should have been frightened, on the contrary, felt deliriously happy with the thrill of intrigue and suspense that hung around him. The 
son-in-law, for his part, began to torture the yak by removing Из skin very slowly, inch by inch (so as not to miss any ‘зесге!з’), until all the countryside 
was filled with the animal's high-pitched screaming. "The more you suffer, the better you'll taste!” hollered the son-in-law, “The less I spill, the less I 
waste!" Finally, after an hour of this nauseating activity (an activity which nevertheless kept the old Count ecstatically riveted), the poor yak screwed up 
its eyes and died with a feeble hiss. Then the son-in-law carefully cut it into little pieces and put the pieces in his sack and left the workshop. 
The Count waited to be sure he was gone, and then examined the abattoir closely for scraps. 








All that remained of the murdered yak was a large clot of blood, which 
the old Count immediately mistook for a liver. He quickly snatched it up 
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еше оп to 
g back 


woman! Put the ke 
VE brought somet 
from a BUTCHERING 






“Oh! Out hunting! Well, I daresay it's 
about time you got us something good 
to cat! What is it? Is it a squirrel? Oh! 
What is it! Don't keep те waiting! 
Is it a rabbit?" 








ავე 
Take a look! tually ju 
clot of blood! На | 








а huge 




















М” tur k: s 
They filled a pot with water anyway, threw the clot of blood їп, and They looked in the kettle and а 
waited Гог it to boil. When the water began to boil, there immediately saw there a little boy... wy were уегу ирин. 








ise as of a child crying, as if it were being hurt, 
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сате from the pot a m 
burnt, or scalded. 
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They quickly took it out of the water and the Countess wrapped it in a warm blanket. The child fell asleep right away, but the old couple 
stayed up long into the night talking things over. They knew that if the aw found out about the little boy, he would kill it, so they 


resolved to say nothing and hope for the best. They put the sleeping child in their bed and curled up on the hard floor beside him. 





The next morning, however. they woke to find the child had grown 


He waited till nightfall to do this. After the old couple had 
gone to sleep, he walked over to the ma 
the windows. He could see some figures moving inside, so he 
ad and knocked on the door. Expecting the son-in- 
law to be a monstrous giant, he couldn't help but laugh when 
the door opened and there stood before him a little puckril in 
of Blood-clot boy. Without 





to the size of a healthy, eight-year old boy... 


Goop Morning! 





went а 


boxer-shorts, obviously ай 


ion and peeked in 


SORRY To WAKE You, 
BuT т WAS А BIT HUNGRY, 
Ано COULDN'T FIND ANY 
FOOD -.. How СОМЕ you 
WAVE No Ғоор To EAT? 


д 
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exchanging pleasantries, the Blood-clot boy pushed him 


back into the house, rolled up his sleeve 


Now, after he killed the son-in-law 
and the hideous daughters, he cut 
them into little pieces and set the 
pieces on fire. Then he went about 
the house and cleaned up the mess 
they had made. He polished all the 
fancy bas-reliefs and dusted off 
the furniture, he removed all the 
red lightbulbs and replaced them 
with soft yellow ones, he put fresh 
sheets on all the beds, and fluffed 
all the pillows. Once everything 
was in order, he went back to the 
cottage to tell the old couple the 














good news. f 





After two day 
In the cente 
cant, yet str 








of the village there 
‘angely attractive banner... 


со чом, GOOD 
PEOPLE ... GO AND LIVE 
14 YOUR. MANSION. 

You'LL FIND THAT АЦ. THE 


еуі. 15 GONE, 50 You САМ 
ве Happy AGAIN f 





of tireless skipping, he found the town, but saw no people. 
at a big, brick house sporting а pec- 


and set to work. 










AS FOR MYSELF, І 





КА 


where ап old lady lived. 
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Тнамк 270 LIKE TO WANDER 
А BIT. Оо You Know WHERE 
THERE ARE Аму PEOPLE? ТО 
Like vo SEE Some PEOPLE f 


for him to settle their account. 





Then he turned to the twins and 
punished them too, for being rotten 
daughters, and for swearing alle- 
giance to such уу bla 








“Wi ighed the Old Count, sad to 
see the boy go so soon, "Down where 
the Moon-river and Kilted Creek 
come together there is a little town. 
You might find some people there." 









Blood-clot assured the Count and 
Countess that he would be back 
before they knew it, and then set off 
for the village. 








He instinctively avoided this house 
and went instead to one nearby. 


They went inside and the 
old lady timidly gave him a 





Hauo! ТУЕ Come 
A LONG WAY, ANO тіл 
VERY Huncey! 09 You 
HAVE АНУ FOOD FOR 


plate of bad food. 












WHAT ABOUT THOSE 
BARREL FULL OF APPLES омт- 
мов 2 HOW COME You 

Won't Give ME SOME OF 
THAT то EAT 2 





“Hush! You will be heard!” said she, 
and then brought her voice down to a 
whisper, “That food belongs to the 
Brownshirts, and they are the lords of 
this town. They force to do all the 
hard work, while they take all the spoil. 
They will be outside when the sun goes 
down to collect the barrels — you must 
leave right away! They will kill you!” 





A WEARY TRAVELER? 











Incensed that a town could have fallen so low as 
to allow its Grandmothers to be treated so abom- 
inably, Blood-clot boy decided that someone had 
to stand up to these brownshirt bullies, and it 


might as well be him. 
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К шо the building апа told the 
ng outside 
uckled... 


The brownshirt ran shrieking ba 
„ Blood-clot boy others what happened. Soon, the whole pack came lop 
y pipe... and slowly approached the Blood-clot boy, who merely ¢ 





Later, when one came out to take the barre! 
popped up and whacked him repeatedly with a В 













HEY I “мат Age you 
DOING HERE, TAKING THE 
‘OLD LADIES 6000! 
SHAME ом you / 















a ას 
He killed all but one, remembering that it. too, was a creature of God, 
and that if he destroyed it, there would be no more brown: s left in 
the world. Instead, the Blood-clot boy had him ho; 
А scene of incredibly beautiful, in the public square, to serve as an object for publi wei „гм ore! ро 
enchanti iolence " and ridicule... You know VIM6CC X 
enchanting violence followed, CAN Find MORE PEOPLE? 


wherein our hero, the Blood- 
clot boy, taking full ad 
of his mysterious origi 

id waste to the ghouls 
nd interest- 
in doing so, 
enjoyed Г quite а bit. 
Yes. he enjoyed himself thor- 
oughly, and in every respect. 


270 LIKE TO SEE THEM / 

















s of twists and turns, loop-de-loops plain good fun, 
that such a creature existed and (һе bridge suddenly and very solemnly dipped into the black water, only 
set off at once. He found the to be replaced by of smooth, rounded stones t! arranged and 
bridge to be quite rickety indeed, spread themselves across the river in a dazzlingly symmetrical and 
and to his immense satisfaction, dubious fashion. 


dangerous as hell. i 
ж» 
[сч 
(t Be 
т 





Blood-clot was delighted to know After т 










WELL , THERE ARE SOME 
PEOPLE ACROSS THE SUN- 
RIVER, BUT YOu HAVE ТО 
WALK OVER A DANGEROUS 
BRIDGE TO GET THERE. THE 
WINDSUCKER LIVES iN THE 
WATER BELOW , HE ын. 
кад. You. 

































Once inside the Windsucker’s belly, Blood- 
clot saw a fearful sight. The ground was 








“На! І guess ГИ just have to hop across these stones lits Be ТИНЕ НЕ kaqpa those Wo 
that are arranged in such a way as to distort my had died. There were bodies with flesh on 
senses, so that I might injure or possibly kill myself DES them: some were just dead. and some still 
along the way!" living. Those who were still alive looked 


very unhappy. 
He made good progress, but the Sun-river was very 
large and he hopped for the better part of a day. 
When the coast-line was finally in sight, Blood-clot 
became very excited, tired as he was from the 
monotony of bouncing from rock to rock. But just 
at the last minute, when his concentration was at 
lowest ebb, one of the rocks rose out of the 
water in the shape of a head, and opened its terri- 
ble mouth, and swallowed the Blood-clot boy 
whole. The Windsucker had tricked him. 








He quickly made some rattles out of bones and hooves, bound his knife to 
the top of his head so that the point stuck upward, and addressed the 

unfortunate people. Then he began to dance, singing the ghost song. and all the 
others danced with him . . . 


"You who still draw a little 
breath, try to shake your heads 
(in time to the song), and those 
who are still able to move, stand 

up and take courage! We are 
going to have the GHOST 
DANCE!” 





The Blood-clot boy jumped ир and He cut through the base of the Windsucker's brain and burrowed furiously 


down as he da ng higher — within, killing the beast instantly. 
and higher, h 


of a bullet. 
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н!" иң ima, | (II II 
They thanked Blood-clot, and told him where he could find more people if he 
was so inclined. They told him of a town westward of the river, but that he must 
not take the left hand trail going up. because on that trail there lived a beauti- 
ful woman who was always challenging people to wrestle with her. This is what 

Е 2 











Now, while Blood-clot rested, he saw many large knives stick- 
ing up from the ground, partially hidden by flowers and grass. 
He then-understood how the woman killed the people who 
were foolish enough to accept her invitation. 


“Come here, young man, come here; 
I want to wrestle with you.” 








NO...NOT-NOW. ~ 
MAYBE AFTER I'VE 

RESTED А BIT Ід. COME 

WRESTLE WITH You... 
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Не let her edge him over to the knives, and 
as they teetered over them, Blood-clot saw 
ave the woman a 
იძ threw her down onto the 
blades, which cut her body in two. 










Blood-clot boy went on, and as he walked, the land 
around him began grow Маск and lonely. 
Occasionally, а night-jitter would flutter against 
Í | cheek, or tickle the back of his neck y fin- 
gers, but he remained calm. A gigantic whiporwill 

circled over head and began to attune its song to 
the rhythms of his heartbeat and breathing, but 
Blood-clot simply blocked his ears. He came to an 
ancient forest, where the trees tried to 
heart with garish frowns and unhinged sm 
he m ined a confident, perky state of mind 
continued his promenade beneath their haw 
boughs, free from all guile, cunning, and deceit. 































Then he cut through its eye and let 
all the people out. 








She called out to Blood-clot again, 

and this time, knowing her game, 

he went up to the witch and they 
began to grapple. 





And so, the deeper he plunged into the 
haunted forest, the more keenly aware 
he became of his own purity and good- 












ness. At the same time, however, he 
was also aware of being pulled to the 
source of something exceedingly base, 





that is, something the complete oppo- 
site of himself, something utter 
ruined in all character and q 
nature and behavior, and so on. 
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So, without spoiling the ending 
for you, let us just say that 
the Man-eater was the sixth 
(but not the last) of the 
bad animals that was destroyed 
by the Blood-clot boy 








Across the clearing he noticed a little 
girl quietly watching him. Sensing 
that she was waiting for him to do 
something, | -toed softly over to 
her, and h iously dead-pan, recited 
his lines in one clean take: 


















MEY GIRLIE, І АМ 
GOING UP То THAT 
HOUSE To LET THE 
MAN-EATER Кид AND 


AND ... UH... MAYBE 
AFTERWARDS WE CAN 
GET А SODA ОК, 

SOMETHING / 


8. 6 
| 841! 


Then the little girl, who was watching closely, knocked оп his door and 
asked him if she could have the bon for her ‘starving mother’. The Man- 
eater bunched up the bones and gave them to her, as if оп с 














ot boy went 
| knocked on 
. the Man-eater 
zning sur- 
le bored. 


n. the Blood- 
up to the house 
the door. Ag 
red, this time 
and looking a 












Again, he took his К 
the kettle. Ар; 
little gi 
she thr 
you! 






w them to the dog 
d aga 






нан! weer isn't 
THIS QuEERER THAN 
EVER! 





пуопе who has gone ш 
ation’ or "rein 


Now. 










play 
slim. The first and foremost re 
thousand times if he has to, 
ens his pace. Th 
and the Blood-clot boy is su 
„ very i esting, rest 
countless volumes of prose 



















He and the little girl ended up li 


id cut Blood-clot's throat, and threw him into 
in, when the meat was cooked, 
asked for the bones, which he gave hei 








nst the M. 
nation' game c 
4 the odds of ever beating him 
son | 

nd he never gets tired 
t is why the duel that took place between the Маг 
л ітар! 
ssured, 
nd poe 





ng happily ever after, having many ex: 


WATCH CLOSELY, THEREFORE, 
AND WHEN YOu CAN GET HOLD 
OF ONE OF My BOMES , TAKE 


YT AND CALL Au. THE 0005 то 
YOU, амо WHEN THEY COME, 
cay our у BLOOD-CLOT Boy, 
THE 0065 ARE EATING 
your Bones / ” 


7$ 


Не went up to the house 





nd 
knocked on the door. The Man- 
eater was very happy to see him. 








When the dogs came. she cried. 







Мос -скот Boy! 
THE 0065 ARE EATING 
your Bones! 






№ 
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ate it up, and ag 

and taking them ou 
‘Blood-clot boy! The dogs are eating 
п the pile of bones. 





ater knows full well how 
n be a dangerous one to 
s his favorite game) are pretty 
ing his appetite: he will eat you a 
nd he never sl 















essive one; the details of whi 
nd can be read in any one of the 
у devoted to it. 








ing adventures together... 
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THE END 
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AMEN CANT А ONE DAY ГМ JUST А 
60 НОМЕ LIKE 8 LITTLE KID AND THE 
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THIS. NOT UITH SE Е FREAK. SNIFFLE 

THIS HORRIBLE 3 = SNIFFLE- 
WORN BODY! 


I DONT 
KNOW WHY I HAVE 
TO CARRY THIS 
Box! 


I DON'T KNOW WHY гм 


Ji 
le) ) STICKING МУ NECK QUT. 
559) 773 ს 
I DON'T кмош шну му | 9 


ВКОТНЕК DRED HAS TO 


HAKE EVERYTHING 
50 UGLY. 
на t 
| EN 
А š 
n 
aL 












Ni М 
А BUT I WOULDN'T SURVIVE LONG 
THIS PLAN. ШЕ COULD ТЕ ШЕ RAN AWAY. МУ BROTHER'S 
RUN AUAY. POWERS ARE SUBSTANTIAL. 
ITS ALREADY TAKING 

А TOLL ON MY BODY. 


ОН, ASH» 
YOU'RE SO SWEET. 


ГІ) UNDERSTAND IF 
YOU'D PREFER TO 
LEAVE МОШ. 


T'TS ONE OF DRED'S WORMBOYS 
x SPYING ON US! LET'S KILL 
THE BASTARD! 





WILL YOU STOP 


CRYING 
ALREADY! 


THAT'S A 
GREAT IDEA! 
KILL ME! 
PUT ME 
OUT OF MY MISERY. 
DRED TURNED ME INTO 
THIS MONSTROSITY AND 
I DON'T WANT TO LIVE! 


IT'S MORE 
LIKE A FLAT 
WORM! 








WITH 


DRED ШНЕМ YOU BURY IT. 
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YOU POOR 











ТМ NOT REAL 
FLESH AND BLOOD. 

ГМ А SPIRIT THAT'S 
TAKEN THIS FORM. DRED V 
AND I ARE THE SAME 
SPIRIT. ШЕ SEPARATED. 
OURSELVES LIKE 
AN AMOEBA. 





" WE HAD A WONDERFUL LIFE HERE UNTIL 
DRED GOT ADDICTED TO FLAKE. THEN HE 
BECAME HOOKED ON HIS OWN MADNESS." 


I NEVER LIKED 
YOUR PART OF ME! 


ГМ 50 MAD AT MYSELF THAT I LET THIS HAPPEN- NOW І 
WANT THIS GAME TO END! 





A 4 


"UE USED THE MAGIC ОР A STORM AND А 
SEED. IT UAS INTENTIONAL. A GAME." 


"THAT ШАЎ ШНЕМ НЕ HAD ME SHUT UP IN THAT BOX. 
ALTHOUGH THE OUTSIDE OF THE COFFIN HAS A SPELL CAST 
UPON IT. I'VE MADE SOME INTERESTING 
MODIFICATIONS INSIDE." 


I CAN'T KILL YOU 
BECAUSE THEN I 
WOULD DIE. BUT І 
CAN CONTAIN YOU! 


SHE'LL TRANSMOGRIFY. MY DAD TOLD ME NEVER TO PLAY 
WITH MYSELF DURING HEAVY WEATHER. I THOUGHT IT WAS 
JUST A FAIRY TALE. GNOME COME IS POWERFUL MAGIC. 





'LATER THAT NIGHT AT THE UORMBOY LOUNGE... 
9; 





S0 I SAYS TO LOUIE I Š ў HEY! DELIVERIES ARE IN 


SAYS 60 AHEAD I DON'T ў გ THE REAR. V0! THERE'S 
CARE: EAT МҮ MOTHER - 1 — THERE! 

















АЕ 


„> Вя 
Á 5 н Д 
А NCS 


3 1 TAY PUT, STAY PUT, NAPPY 

JUST HAVING MY р. NAPPY. ТМ GOING CARRY THE BOX 
SISTER NEAR ME TO FLOAT UP TO NAPPY. CALM 
NEUTRALIZES MY S / S THE SECOND DOWN, NAPPY. 
POWERS. HUH? 4 Б Š mi NAPPY, NAPPY, 

WHAT'S THIS? ә? = NAPPY! CRAPPY! 


ДА УДИ £ y ^f 
ae | 
| САКЕН И 
07) > / THE WORM BOYS “Ë 

b HAVE FLOTILLA. 








UM, EXCUSE МЕ 
R. DR 
IR. THER 4 
А ВОХ НЕКЕ SS | 
= 
a аць / 
Ç 
q ყა 
l 
А ) + 


“Ў 
ай 


FRIENDS АТТЕМРТ ТО 
QUSE YOU AGAIN... 
I'VE CONCOCTED A 

HIBERNATING HIGH- 

BALL FOR YOU! 





ТОММУ! PULL YOURSELF TOGETHER. ШЕ 
GOTTA CARRY THIS BOX OUTTA HERE! YOU LITTLE 
INVERTEBRATE 
SHIT! OPEN 
1 


UHAT KIND ОҒ 
CRYPTIC BOX 
IS THIS? 
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952111 
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s 
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J ლოლ ჭე 
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Зее ს — 


room, in Crow's 
Creek digging into 
the life of outsider 
artist Jarnac, 
learns about Celeste 
From Ре Vogardus, 
and has an = 
unsettling experience 
in the old asindmill 
during which he 
finds ~then loses ~ 
the peculiar 
hanging dell. That 
Satie night he 
encounters the 
mysterious Ме 

хпац ~ and 
Ignores а шагпін 
10 stay in his room. 
Сее 4 by 
Some members of 
G:A.S.4.; Broor 
15 rescued b 
Ixnas and his 
азет?, Ма Moray, 

ut soon runs 
into trouble 
again — 





c 


ფი | | На 
„წი 
Ш | | ih ill 


| 
YA 
| Wampus |, 


МА. 7 





? 
> first. Then well 
Г call them. 


Ж 


Have Some excitement tonight 
"HS ТИ patch ev vp 
а > 


down and rest. ГИ 
phone the authorities, 


| II 
















Sans Well, once Ive told 
the cops ту story, Іт splitting 
This crazy town. I've got some 
bucks waiting for me in 

Frisco ~ and Im gonna 
make old Peeke pay me triple 
for what I've been through. 


Where ате "ll T 
the Police? Thes i 
_ ეხი о 














Wows ~ You did 
know ~ didnt ) 


01- һеҙ, poc ~ let те 
ask Мои а QUestion : 
did уон know your pal 
Jarnac may мета) well 
^ave been the original 
Gull Street Ghoul ? 


фот, 


A rhe exhibit & 
had been Ур. 5 





ahoa ~ it uras няй Yes, І destroyed the exhibit, Took the 
who ~ tore the place up ç dolls to the town dump. Apparently Some 
EE d enterprising junk dealer rescued them. 


You See, the scales 
had fallen from 
ny eyes. And, in 


а way, I 
Finall 

Жа A 
the man. 









~ e was like а latae, dark, predatory bird. 
На victims were, te him, то mot'e Than pathetic, 
squirming fish ~ Fated to be slaughtered, 


skinned and eaten. ~ г 





Фа ha — №, of 
course tot ! ~ 


Rey how did 


you know 1 was 














schuckle = 
Forgive те. Т 
Suppose soch talk 
might be upsetting 
te one born 
under the sig" 
of Pisces ~ ef, 
Ме Broom? 


a Pisces 9 












Oh — I happen h be а bit of an amateur 
astrologer myself. As I was saging, 
the reason T — dismantled the exhibit 
was because I feared that others 
would ynevitably discern the truth: 
That something intended educate and 
enlighten was, in fect, а grisly 
display of human remains. ~ 
= Sigh = ~ Pvt І suppose it 
hardly matters anymore 


Okay, let's see if. І can~ for the sake of my Bet you didn't know 
paycheck ~ sort this Story out: About thirty that that creepy 
years ago, our buddy Jarnac ~ a serial killer, А | chuckling за? 
nuttier than а Fruitcake ~ makes Some тач not have 
extraordinarily ugly dolls ovt of - vh ~ pieces been а Jarnac 
ef his victims. These things are very Similar original, eh, Doe ? 
one particular dell with а noose around «Жі | ust heard that 
ts neck, ће Jarnac apparently stole one myself tonight. 
From ~er ~ Someone...» E = 





X шар — hes picked vp Рот 
one killing. The cops don't 
2) сай they ve got the Gull 
Street Ghoul ~ and he gets 
tossed’ into Suann's. That's 
where You and your wife, 
Celeste, meet him. He's 
kept that chuckling don with 
him. The other ~ “аба в ?в "~ 
are ай hidden in his 
childhood home, right here 
in Crow's Creek. 





He busts ost of Swann's, 


taking vt^ er~ 
1196164 wife with him. 
Then, Фест years later, yov 
&ppem upon him living ур here. 
Me sees yev, knowS “his past 
^as тайы caught vp with 
him ~ and hangs himself. 
Ари discover his body, and all 
the ~ ev ~ thinguma 198 ~ 
naive art, folk art, whatever. 
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You're თზრტსიძ by his obsessive creativity. The 
353 was а classic outsider artist. So ypu 
decide to preserve his studio environment 
as а Sort of Museum, For interested 
parties To Study -~ Although, 
гче get to say its kind 
оў Strange te enshrine 


the тетет) of the 
guy who Теп eff 


with ჯის! wife. 

But I guess thats 
none of ™ 
business. 





Ж” Lets See ~ шћеге was I ? And зә realized it, Фо, around" 
<< oh okay ~ So ~ ten Years that same time , ~ right ?- maybe 
V 7 ago Root Shows up and because of the questions 
writes an article about the Rest маз asking. ~ 

exhibit . Something about Jarnac 

bothers him, disturbs hin, 2 5% деч trash the 
Scares him. Че subsequently ЗЬ exhibit and chuck 

Hives vp Straight Journalism E ай the ~er~ 
and becomes 2 horoscope columnist. wshatehamacallits. 
Ри he cant forget Jarnac. 

Це probat ly Figured out the 

whole (Весі ange. 


Soon ; though, 
the damn 
thinas are 
showing up in 
Second hand 
Stores, and 
collectov’s, 


renemberin 
the 2erticle$ and 
ж uen 
едіп гии 
nr then Э 


JS фагпас cult reputation in the art world grows, Root 
decides t, write а book trevealing his solution to the long- 

unsolved мета of the Gull Street Ghovl's identity . He 
returns to Crow's Creek and Snoops around, interviews yeu, 


and puts the Story toget her like I'm doing. And~oh yezh ~ 
at some paint he finds an underground Toom in the windmill. 


= ШШШ 


ТШ 5 / 
= V CoA 


= „~ 

= М 

= Ж NS 
MC о ხა 








Нет. Тора и some derelict. 
Wayfaring types often help 4 
themselves to the Sheltet” the 

Structure provides. And, by the 

way, I Know 

that mill quite 

well, and 1 сап 


Фром ~I neatly forget, with ай 
thats happened tonight ~ there 
was Somebody іп the eindmill ват 
this evening ~ Some body usho 
tried te grab те. 















assure you ~ 
there 1$ no 
ит derground 
toom. 











So what if not one of those 
stargazers cares а shit 

about Во з book , his theories, 
ot anything having te ძი with 
Some folk artist with а screw 
loose. The killer ~ ай decked 
ovt 2$ Darnac's old alter 

едо ~ doesn't want te Take 
any Chances. 


ИРА Okay. Whatever. Anyway қ 
OX ~ Root uncovers Something 
V important ~ important enough 
that Someone decides to get 
Tid of him. This mysterious 
Someone Follows Rect to Frisco and 

Spies on him. Reet is observed 
diving his cronies the lowdown 
on his Sarnac research ~ and, 
Consequently, everyone attending 
„За? tea party i$ doomed. 

























Hey, I knew this sounds туба ~ Бот 
there had te be something that Root fount 


3 ~or came close То finding out ~ that 
я t ай these Sooth Sayers Snvf $ed. 


| = === 


A This neo-houl kills al оў 





Were, take 
these. IN 
Phone the | 
police again 
and find 
out when 
they're 
coming: 







Roots confidantes, but cant 
Find the manuscript. That's 





Put the killer ìs watching and 
he snatches Abigail, and the 

manuscript and brings them here, 
T Crows Creek. The manvseript 
i$ tripped up and Thrown in the Trash, 
Later it's burned’ up by some local 
dumpkin. \ Ë 






Man , ~ what а 
headache Т\е 89%. 
Mes, where are 
those cops anyway? 
L want to де? 


IC) 


Than ks, Doc. ~ Нед „аге yor sure 
that was батпас you found strung 


up in the windmitl ? Maybe hes 
really StU ative and he's the 
one doing ай the slicing and 


| 









Фей ~ anthina is 


possible Mr. Broor. 
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^e f 2 К 
7% / АС)” 
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Mete ; 7. Tm ? > 
|! => 
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This в pr. Viger. 
again. What MR 


be the delay’? 


x С 


2 
ЈЕ 





ფე ში 
уау 
> AW 
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GY № ће continved. D 





PAULA WAS DUR 


NEIGHBOR AND | | 


CHILD CARE PR0- 
VIDER. SHE HAD || 
BEEN WATCHING || 
OUR CHILDREN 
SINCE THEY WERE 
[RE AN ee е 





YOU'RE А GLUTTON 
FOR PUNISHMENT, 
PAULA -- THANK сор) 





GOOD MORNING, GIRLS! | 
LOOK WHO'S COMING 


























| FORESEE 
DIRTY DIAPERS IN 
-YOUR FUTURE... 




























































































NKS, 
see 





<000, BECAVSE 
UM PHASING 
ост CHILD 








ІШ 
1 


тА. 
(21 47 


"LET МЕ 
SHOW УПО 
ТНЕ 
DARKROOM 








Р НЕЩО, = 
С You RANE REACHE Da 


E SLVESKIES STUDO: 


2 PLEASE LEAVE А 
É MESSAGE AFTE 








BUSINESS IS TERRIBLE 
\ НАЧЕ ONE CLIENT! 

MI AND L SPENT ALL OUP 

WA SAVINGC ADDING ON 


КА THE STUDIO. 





\ 


"MY HUSBAND, 
DANNY, AND | 
ARE FIGHTING 

, CONSTANTLY, 
THINGS ARE бо 


| GOING TO 
| CHURCH AGAIN 





VICKI AND І DISCUSSED PAULA'S 5 
SITUATION: — HOMELESS, 


AN KZ 
ALTOHOLIC 2 
AND ore 


HE'S 


0H, THAT'S 
BOBBY! PAULA | 


STAYING 


ALWAYS ROOM FOR 
Мове ADVERSITY 
IN ONE'S LIFE! 








ПЕ WEEKS LATER |" сега 


А COUPLE 
MY HUSBAND CAME el THAT 
WITH THIS UNBELIEVABLE р 

НОМЕ- 


GOSSIP: 
ice ლ 2 2 LESS 
/ аі Guy 
СНЕ 
” SAID 
| HE WAS 
БЕЛИНА 





ms 


Ə 


DANNY THREW THEM DUT \ етегі 
NOTHING BUT THEIR CLOTHE SY 














RESPONSE , 
гсоще MM 
MUSTER. 




























































































| GATHERED 
| ВОВВч < 
STUFF 











THEY PACKED HER THINGS 


ТНЕҮ МОУЕР RPO ERT) ON THE EDGE c 








Кр 


Те წთ. й = EX 
MW rri рр 

WE HEARD NOTHING хі V/ МА у 
РЕКОМ PAULA FOR AWHILE... 


= PAULA! WHAT A SURPRISE! | 
= pe NOT HERE, WHO'S THAT? 


2 
~ 








“| 


гт LOOKS 
LLCC "NE 
AC READ y-- 
508! LOST! 
Сост ору 





OF MY OWN SON... CMICC! LOOK, || HEY, Now... LET'S NOT RESORT | 
| CAME TO BORROW SOME WARN || то THAT, HERE, | CAN LOAN 
_ CLOTHES TO PANHANDLE ЇЧ. _ , БА 


ход TEN BUCKS, WHE RE 
| = A 
\ ài =- 
LC > 











\ 80883, ANYWAY? q 


он, HES 
HAVING SOME 
PROBLEMS 
WITH SOBRIETY 
(GAT NOW, 
Бок LONG, 
» | МОРЕ. 








неу! ЕТ 
ФЕБОКЕ ЗА 
გ 700 Сет STORY was 


| KORN, BECOMING 
"\ THERES ПИ 
ENEN III PNE 
MORE BECAUSE ОР 
5! iTS SENSA- 
TIONAL 
GOSSIP VALUE 
WE WERE 
Suck Tu 
UPDATE EACH 
"SON `= DTHER. 
ONE DAY WHILE DRIVING... 
COULD THAT BE PAULA 
UP AHEAD 222 


Г THINK THIS! 
\© WHAT THEY | 








THAT'S А ии. "NOW,! TOLD PAULA SHE Could 
| PRETTY | | А 

ок a Kagte А WHAT DANNY MEANT СОУЕ БАСУ нпме ІР 5нЕ 
SILHOUETTE... ДВА WHEN НЕ SAID. | 
— < ч HE'S ALREADY | 
быт OF WORK / 


50 SHE'S 





606! 1 | 
NSS You 
AND THE 


WE MISS YOU,TOO... 
LONG TIME мо SEE! 


КҮЛ IX 


сана 


НЕ "HEADED TOWARDS MEXICO. 

WE JUMPED OUT WHEN ЧЕ - 
STOPPED FOR GAS. ! HAD TO 
CALL DANNY То oe US 4 

MONEY FOR ლ 

Bus TICKETS 


HE вот DRUNK AND FORCED 


МЕ AND HIS 
TRUCK.’ 


BOY INTO THE 








| FINALLY, HE GOT PICKED UP 
FOR DRUNKEN DRIVING AND PUT = 
“IN JAIL...'ScucE ME --LOOK 


BUT, PAULA — YOUR WHOLE | 
_ SITUATION SOUNDS LIKE А 


NIGHTMARE! YOU'VE LOST YOUR | 
HOME Ано FAMILY FOR THIS 6572] 


LIKE ACUSTOMÉR DRIVING UP. 4 


Е-Е 





BUT OESPITE 
WHAT You 


MIGHT THINK, 


ем STILL 
HAPPIER 
WITH 











WE WANT тоосу 
_МОКЕ JQoKY! 


МАГА 


'BYE PAULA- — 
THE KIDS ARE 


k REALLY TIRED, 








Z 





BOBBY RENAINS |Ң 
~ INCARCERATED | 





FOR ENDANGERING HIS SON'S 
LIFE IN VARIOUS DRUNA EN 
DRYING INCIDENTS, 

















PAULA VISITS HIM FREQUENTLY. HER 3 
PHONE AND ELECTRICITY HAVE BEEN TURD == зё 
OFF FOR FAwuRE ТЦ PAY. NE HEAR THIS 5Е ОМ 2 - HAND 
FROM HER EX-HUSBAND, IT SEEMS Ta US THAT SHE HAS 
HAD A FALL FROM GRACE, Вит WHO ARE WE TO SAY? 





I love to LAUGH — 








ағ 
why don't you? 


by ALEKSANDAR ZOGRAF 


IT'S GOOD 
То HAVE А 
LITTLE FUN 
SOMET|MES~~ 
READ ALL R 
ABOUT III 


= 
А 





ву READING мү COMICS 
(ESPECIAL THE STORIES ABOUT 
CRISIS IN YUGOSLAVIA) ONE CAN TH 
სჭ THNT І АМ А PERSON OBSESSEP 
ТЕЗ THE DARK SIDE OF EXSTENCE... 
სს 4 


nm» 


IN FACT, 1 BELIEVE THAT 

THERE 15 A SPECIAL QUALITY 

IN HUMOR— SOMETHING EVEN MYSTICAL 
—WHICH ENABLES You TO SEE REALITY 
WITH. JoY AND SOMETIMES WITH ИМИЗИАЕ 


















50 Т WAS ABLE TO OCCASIONALLY 
TAKE CONTROL OVER MY DREAMS, 
BUT SOMETIMES IT WOULD ALSO 
TRIGGER. THAT STRONG AND 
IRRATIONAL FEAR DEEP 
INSIDE МЕ... 










AS А CHILD Т WOULD SPONTANEOUSLY 
CLIP INTO А STATE OF LUCID 
DREAMING, BY BECOMING AWARE 
THAT Т WAS DREAMING. 


(ду. TRIS MUST BE A DREAM! 

















AND T LEARNED TO OVERCOME THAT 

FEAR BY INTENTIONALLY DIRECTING THE 

N OF MY DREAMING SELF 
FUNNY THINGS... L WOULD 





— =, 


SEEMS THAT IT |5 THE WAY OUR EXPLANATION? MAYBE HUMOROUS EXPRESSION 
ору REACTS ТО SoME SPECIFIC Sega ШЫ SHOULD NOT BE RELATED EXCLUSIVELY 


TO THE HUMAN RACE?AND HAVEN'T Yoy 
ЋЕ DN SEEN Yove роб BEARING THAT 
А ek Wes» SMILE-LIKE EXPRESSION 2 


= 


OVEMENTS INSIDE OUR MI 


-წ...6VI IT WAS ALWAYS А МАСМЕСЕМТЬ 


EPISODE OF THAT INFANTILE 

ROBOTIC-ANIMATED TV SERIES... # Gop-pAMNED, 
HURRY WE HAVE TOMS гр FLYING | | 
FINISH THIS EPISODE, OR BEARS! 
ELSE WE ARE bo 








"OO 


EVERYBODY WAS LAUGHING LIKE 50...НИМОЕ, WILL SET Yov 
CRAZY, BUT AFTER SOME TIME W£ А МҸ, ГРЕХ, MARK MY WORDS! 
FELT RELAXED, AND IT HELPED US 
TO FINISH UR DARN JOB... _ — 


NUNG 
Bo пу уч 


ы 


j ай 
ასს < 
ў Lip 


THE TALKS BROKE OFF, АМ- 
BASSADORS WERE RECALLED. 


M IT .. 


იწ 


THE YOUNG CONSCRIPTS з! 
МЕВЕ AFRAID AND APPRECI- 
UNWILLING. ATE THE |] 


Бей рэд Ls hA 


THEY GAINED AN EPIPHANY ON THE BATTLEFIELD. THEY BECAME 
THE BEARERS OF THE FIERY CROSS, THE AGENTS OF THE JIHAD. 


+ А 1 

თ / ' ер Š 
ў А SN 

е» 














































































































































































































































































































THE IMMOLATION WAS 
— EXCITING AND 
›) OMNIPOTENT. AND 
THEY CAME TO LOVE 
THEIR WORK. 


THE INCONTROVERTIBLE 
SLAUGHTER WAS АТ ONCE INDIS- 
CRIMINATE NET OF 


2 


b ў?” ЈЕ UIT AN 
THE ANGEL OF DEATH WAS STILL AN ANGEL. 





SO WHAT WOULD THEY DO WHEN | АТ НОМЕ THEIR АВ- 
THE WAR ENDED? gh SENCE WAS TENABLE... 


T ИЕ WAR WAS VISCERAL MEAT. 
HOME WAS THIN GRUEL. 


^. BECAUSE THERE WAS А WAR TO BE FOUGHT. AT HOME IT WAS 
NOT CONCEIVABLE THAT THEIR LOVED ONES WOULD PREFER 
THE EDGY SLAUGHTER TO HOME AND FAMILY. BUT TO THE 
REVERENTIAL WARRIORS... 


... HOME. WAS AN IRON 
CAGEOF NESTING INSTINCT 
AND A PANTHEISTIC COM- 
PROMISE TO SOCIAL ORDER. 





THERE WAS NO GOD THERE. МО ANGRY SPIRIT- 
NO ARMAGEDDON OR ARTFUL BEDLAM. 


THOUGH WHOLESALE BUTCHERY WAS TRANSCENDENT, THE HOARY GENER 
ALS AND GEEZERLY DESPOTS WHOSE MINISTRY DIRECTED THE 
AND CAPRICIOUS. 60 BE- 
LONG COVENANTS WE! 12) HONORED 


II 
y 


GARRISONS WERE DISBANDED. 
BATTALIONS WERE 
\/ DEMOBILIZED. 
Q POLITICIANS 
PREENED. 


44:47; 
-> 4 + Ч 
— >> 


THE TROOPS, CONSECRATED BY THE DOXOL № ...INSTEAD OF EPIC BATTLE, 
OGY OF BLOOD,WERE REASSIGNED TO . M THEIR MISSION WOULD BE 
THE BOSOMS OF THEIR a FAMILIES WHERE... ll TO TAKE OUT THE GARBAGE . 


ы ` “72 А К Í p 14 Хе 
£ RA OC ats 


EM THE END 
OF HOPE 

















Еа > 
Ë 

4 

| 
E= 
са 


EE 














ს = 
| ДА 
YW” 2 






































ASK THE DISTRICT AT TORNEY 
TO STOP BITING МЕ ON THE 
LEG? 0W,0W/ 


11111) 1 83 


\ 


НЕ LE6, AND 
I'D DO IT AGAIN 7 
Ч 


| 
WILL YOUR HONOR PLEASE L00K- | WON ° 
9 THAT CASE BY BITING 5-22 
HIM ON T 
LE 
1 “ы 
ЖР 


+ 


шие 


“ШИШИЙ ა 
MISTER, | А$Т | MEANWHILE- | WHILE - 

KIND OF BREAD YOU UJ 

WANTED. AND PLEASE НММ? THE RABID 


STOP FOAMING AT /> 
THE МОЙТН. DISTRICT АТТОКМЕУ I$ a М Ұз 
YOURE SCARING 4 S Л PANTS... 





Jm 

.. AGAINST MY 

INCREASED RABIDITY/ 
НА НА НА НА? ш 


ABID, THEN 
THE RABID D.A. W 
ს ВЕ HELPLESS... | 


ата 
я ШЙ] | 


ПЕРУ АШКЕ. VE BECOME 
“Ў CONVINCED THAT THE EARTHQUAKES W 
Е! 


DAMMIT, МІШАМ HENRY HARRISON, 
YOU'RE F/RED/ YOU'VE SPENT VERY 
LITTLE TIME BAGGING GROCERIES, AND 
FAR 10 AH IN 


ING HE WOLFMAN, AND 
FRANKENS, ემე TER (NOT PICTURED). 


TZ 


Z 3 
7 


2 
(7 





M 


== +. სჯ 


MR. BUTCHER? WILL YOU 


ЕР СОМЕ AND VISIT A LITTLE BOY WHO'S Js. 


<1 VERY. VERY SICK IN THE HOSPITAL? 
M LOT TO HIM, FOR 
REASON. | 


— 
СЕА 
аууу 














ММ 
У A 


ПЕРТ 
ир 
нін. 


— 
AIR 


<q 
Са 


ыы 


SS 
NSS 
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247209, 
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2221 L 
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А | 
MM 
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ы 


ЗА 
Gm e kd. 
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ЕЗ 


vett 
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T 
HIS... ONE 
IN6 FOR ME... 






































Е ФР У 
FIGHT FOR YOUR DA 
LIFE? AH НАА > г Я 

წ НА НАНА НЕА P I = OZ. 


SW ABOUT TO 
УЧА. YOU WANT 


H 
р 


I WANT OUT NI | l ! В 


| 
BUY THESE РАРЕВ$... ` 
CMON, І DON 
COUGH. 4 HAVE ALL'DAY/ И 

0 YOU WANT THESE Й 
A PAPERS OR NOT? Й 


| 
\ 
n 


| 
(III III) 
MI 
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k 24 


barre m Y Umum => 
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AW, THIS 
ll | РА ELABORATE SCHEME 


AN А 
~ AS 52 eal 
š HN 





TIAE, ЕТІН NKS HINDENBURG” 


M um 


(11111111111111111111110111111111% 
TO MT III) 1011) 


რ 
ШПІШІШПІІШ ji 





HE WORKS MARCH 


DISTRICT 
ATTORN 


@ 


ГЦ PROSECUTE MYSEIF/A 
" 

















your LL cr 


FLYING : 


пет 
ТОКМЕ 





























TDI? 
YOU'LL NEVER 

GET ME, COPPER’ 

AND IF YOU DO, 





Z 
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йн 


w m 





== mer „© = 


s ЗЕ 


ECC чү ша 
=2> 1 2 => _ 
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= vA LI z IONE hl 2 N ` S.N Y \ “ые 

ІН AW SHIT! RUMMIMG OUT OF FUEL... ...ABOUT WHAT წ 

VA i г] Waa а Я, ELLA Fg ` I SEE FROM J 
WELL... AIW'T GOT AMY FUCKIMG IDEAS SO 3 MY млиром !?! 


сы .. <Ç 5 | С NN XA 


ay 
THE W 


и THIS Town Los 
` YOU киом 
სომ THERE'S маму Ji 
KIMD OF 





THE GIRL М FRONT OF ИЕАА MAMILLA PARK, BLOBS FROM URETHRO~ 
THE “FLUX CEMTER А BUMCH OF AMPUTED PIA ROBBING THE 
IMSECTARIUM” FROM THE “BILL “мойсо BONGO 
= = ЕР LUE => CORRSCUT HOSPITAL” DICK ВАИК”... 
us sca cm 
SVAN 2 > 4 დ ქ”, 5 
< ә б m > 5 7” зЗ 4 пе 
» а x * p 3 7% Я fez 2 
4 3 # — a 
$ > ( 


ЖЕСЕ MLS) тка SINCE ГМ STUCK IM THIS HELL, 
ВЫТ THERES А FRIGHTFUL HE'S ALWAYS YELLIMG FOR 
А Ting. гтэ тне мли rRow тнє (А ИЛ & SPARE ДЕТІ ЗІ 
do s HIS “REAL MAME) ofa MEGABLASTED MEIGHBOUR - 
Say. № АНИ с HOOD SEEMS ТО GET USE 
A ТО HIM/THAT/ THIS! : 
“= ==] 


, „ү 


BY THE SACRED EXPLODED JEOVAH'S PUTREFIED BOWELS! IT HAPPEMS ALL 
THE TIMES!!! МНЕМ А STRANGER САМЕ AMD, BY AM 


UBWAY STAT 





5; 
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...АИО IF, AFTER A PERILLOUS SHORT WALK 
ОМ “ВЕР McBULLET ROAD”,HE'S STILL ALIVE... 
დ тт 2 3 ელი, 2 
АЗ RN 5 edm 
та 


= 
თ 
em 
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MILLIOM OF EMCODED 
GERMS! CAM...CAM A- де 
ИҮВООҮ REMOVE THIS ресе: 
POOR GUY OUT? си! Ж 
SEEMS TO BE STUCK 5 I pd: 
REAL TIGHT! GMAM! Е 
у yi B 22 
^ А СІМЕ МЕ РЕМ BUCKS FOR 
BOOZE AMD PILLZS ?!? 


HELP! HELP! 
PM THREATEMED!!! 
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HUM... МНА ELSE САИ 
АРРЕИ5 CORMER AVOID 
ST. 8 TRASH АМ. 666 ?'? 





AMD IT'S ИОТ FMISH! AS USUAL, А STOL 
CAR EMERGE FROM EMBALMIMG BLVD AT ULTRA 
FAST SPEED!!! IS IT A DRUNK ACCESSORY? 
...WAS THE CR 
Мз Р 


Код 


aa THE HEX $ 
Ac al AREWT A PART OF 
рай THE STORY 50... 
... YOU CAM TEAR 
THEM OUT IF YOU 
МАИТ AWD І... 
DRAW THAT TO... 


TOUCH THE FIRST SUPERFICIAL SKIN MOL 
E BULLET 15 SHOT. LAST MOMEMTS ALIVE 
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EX а £ ბი, 
N == S 4: | 23 А 
> 7 $ ex 
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E o 
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IMSTAMT DEATH. BRAN & CRANIUM EXPLODED. FIRST BOWES FRACTURES. 
P ALS. 


ОРРҮООУУИ LOSS OF BLOOD. иой-ВЕТОВИ WOUNDED GENIT; 
ДЕ ფულ чужая 





HIP & PELVIS MULTIPLE BREAKIMGS. IMTESTIMES, BOWELS & GUTS АТ 
FRESH AIR. RE 


IU HU MT PIN 


| DEEP 


ЕС BODY 
72-5, авараў hacen SSN IRE 
( AS ж š x ს? тоа, аз > S> 9 lg Де > uS 
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„TO GIVE YOU A 
GOOD 1Е550И YOU 
GAWKS : OVERLOCK 
YOU AT HOME AMD 
DOW’T PLAY IM THE 
"ML iid — 








Ма BIG VALIUM OPEMSLUT!!! 
SUPERB HUMAM BODY SPLASH! |)! FRAMKIE! MO WAIT! | 
OW THE АМВЕЙ BRICK WALL & IT'S ИТ Pu ТЕТЕ 


MIXING SO WELL for. Dre ИМ... ГМ STILL SEMI~PRO~ 
ECRET 





VES OE SELLO FESSIONAL AMD 1 ОИТ "s 

oe er oe fed GET PAID YET AUD... ГУЕ РДІ 

АЕН (ЕНЕВ (OCIETY DOVE AMS YOUVE ASK! 
——T—sFUVH ~ 7 m ` 

arcc m TERRORIZE, KILL & а; SHUT UP YOU STINKY 

ЖЫК ТО НЕ BUE КАРЕ. ABUSE, МЕИА- CRAWLING VOMIT!!! LL FIX 

сошс scene... ОШАДЫ WANT IMETHADRIME /.. AVI 

(МОРЕ insine) ЩА P Й А EXTRA-LARGE ALL- В 

š DRESSED AMCHOVYS PIZZA! | 
AMD ALSO. 


(IT'S A HELL)... YES 
... MASTER!!! ... 


252 
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WANT ТО ЗЕЕ SOMETHING HEAVY? GO ТО 
http://lia.imt-mrs.fr/le-dernier-cri/ 
DON'T WAIST YOUR TIME READING THE STU- 
PID TEXT AND GO DOWN THE PAGE. CLIK ON 


"henriette valium" 


IT'S THE PROHIBITED BOOK CALLED 


"CURÉS MAIADES" (SICK PREACHERS) 


FIND OUT BY YOURSELF WHY THE FRENCH 
EDITOR KICKBACK.... 


B SHOTGUN SOUMD, 
JECT 





HOW COME YOU 
LooK THE WAY YOU 
ро, WRECK-BoY? 


MY FOLKS USED „ЛБ * THEY LiKED IT 'CAUSE 
Д МЕ FOR HITTIN? EACH 3 VC І WAS SO HARD,” 
OTHER WHEN I WAS 2 
LITTLE. 


* Bur SINCE THEY GOT DIVORCED I'VE 


Lucky 
BEEN MOSTLY USED AS A HAMMER POR USD. 


MINE JUST TELL ME 
ГМ iN THE WAY 


OR A DOORSTOP. ” { 0000 То ве 


3] ~ Wis CAN 1 HAVE WRECK- NEEDED, „ть 
So = BOY FOR THE WEEKEND? "ba^ р 
[o LV ADDING А Wing ს f "E. : 
| = ზა TO THE HOUSE. > 
T Беш RU, p ы ~ 
M^ /24 ІМ са < j ITI) 4 
£ Д აა Š 
A : 


Жа» 


4 € „ (2 8 
MAX°ANDERSSONg/S 
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Ordering info 
All the items listed on this page 
can be ordered from: 


FANTAGRAPHICS BOOKS, 
7563 Lake City Way NE, 
Seattle, WA 98115. 

(АН back issues of ZERO ZERO аге 
$3.95 except for #8, which is $5.95.) 
Just add $3.00 shipping to any size 
order (except for a subscription, 
which is $18.95, $20.95 outside the 
U.S., for five issues), Mail your order 


to the above address — or, if you 
have a Visa or MasterCard, call it 
in at 800-657-1100. 


Even if you don’t have any money, 
write us and we'll send you a 
BRAND NEW full-color catalogue of 
all the things you can’t afford to buy! 


APOLOGIA: On the back cover of our previous issue, 
“Walpurgisnacht” was rendered with an additional — and 
quite improper — “c.” ZERO ZERO regrets this error and 
sincerely and humbly offers its fullest apologies to AL 
COLUMBIA and his family; and, most importantly, to you, 
dear reader, for any undue distress that may have result- 
ed. We could slyly claim some orthographical liberty to 
cover our obvious stupidity; but, no, my friends, that 
would be dishonest. Shamed by this most grievous error, 
MARC ARSENAULT (our art director since issue #8) shall 
be leaving ZERO ZERO upon completion of this issue. Mr. 
Arsenault's plans include climbing the Brocken to culti- 
vate his love of solitude and other weak and idle themes... 





Marc is also the art director for the brand new Fanta- 
graphics title STEVE DITKO'S STRANGE AVENGING TALES, 
the first issue of which should be just a few racks away 
from ZERO ZERO at your local comics emporium. If you 
think the stories in ZERO ZERO are weird, you ought to 
check out this latest bizarro masterpiece from the classic 
SPIDER-MAN and DR. STRANGE artist — you'll love it, we 
promise!... On the art director front, BRAD ANGELL, late of 
Fantagraphics’ distribution department, will move into the 
77 art-director slot beginning with #17; wish him luck, for 
‘most every other ZZ art director has gone crazy and fled 
after a few issues... RICHARD SALA wants your love! Write 
him at 2625 Alcatraz Avenue, Вох #183, Berkeley, СА 


94705 to receive a list of original art for sale and other 
goodies. By the way, Richard promises that “Chuckling 
Whatsit” will in fact end two issues from now, but we've 
heard that before... DAVE СООРЕВ wants your forgiveness! 
He missed his deadline this issue, but “Crumple” wil! 
return next issue!... Special thank-yous to this issue's col- 
orists: JEFF JOHNSON (who colored the Kaz cover), AL 
COLUMBIA (who finished up “Blood Clot Boy” during a 
recent sojourn in Seattle), HENRIETTE VALIUM (who nearly 
went insane doing color indications for his own “The Man 
From the Sewer"), and RICK ALTERGOTT (who nearly went 
insane following Valium's color indications on “The Man 
From the Sewer”)... Aucf Wiecdersechen for now! —ED. 
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DO THE TRICK 


Z. 
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POWDER 


„SHE NEVER SO MUCH AS 
SET UPON МЕ... 


NOT EVEN A CURSORY GLANCE... 


COULD...COULD MY PRESENCE 
ВЕ 50 THAT 1 


SEEM MERELY SUPERFLUOUS-- 
A ТО BE TAKEN FOR 


IN OUR LAST EPISODE: А TOPICAL INVISIBILITY SALVE LEFT ONLY JIMMYS OUTER SKIN COMPLETELY TRANSPARENT --AND IT'S TIME for HIS NIGHTLY BATH! ИН OH! 


WHAT A REFRESHING 
LAVATION/ BUT NOW, 
1 FEAR, DEAR MOTHER, 


I MUST БЕТІНЕ / /| 


T'LL SEE YOU IN THE , 
MORNING..,G NIGHT 


WHY... $14 WAS I NOT ONCE 
THE 


OF HER 





A 
= N 
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$505: LOOK ~ THIS POWDERY 
SHELL 

WITH THE VERY TOUCH ef 
MY TEARS... 


MOTHER, I 
WITHOUT YOUR SWEET REGARD... 


ХТЕЕ SIGN OF THE IMPENDING APOCALYPSE: 


Y If NO LON SKI EEP, AS NARCISSISTS WORLDWIDE: TAKE 
Y MOBDIFICATI Т, Л 
Т ESTHETICS 
E E TRA 


А E MOTHER NATURE'S INADE 








